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The burly man with the broad shoulders and the black leather jacket is their leader. He leans against his chair and orders them around with a smirk on his face suggesting he knows they can’t disobey him even if it means their demise.  He is the dangerous kind and he knows the effect of his dark gaze on his men. 

All of his men watch his every move closely and as soon as he opens his mouth, what he says becomes the law for this small group of men who look tougher than any. You wouldn’t think such strong and reckless looking men would be easy to command, but he does it so naturally that there is no question about his authority over them. 

Every single one of them wants to be the first one to oblige his commands so that he won’t get angry at them when it is time for the punishments and the rewards to go around. The punishments must be really severe for them to seem so eager to fulfill his every wish. 

Or maybe it’s the rewards that they crave more than anything. 

He doesn’t see me sitting at the bar all by myself, and I am not yet sure if that’s a good thing. For days I’ve been coming to this bar, to their hangout, deep down hoping to be seen. 

Sometimes I imagine going up to their leader and offering myself up for whatever they want to do with women who wish that sort of thing, but I get scared whenever that urge overwhelms me. 

And still, I continue to come here and watch them, day after day. 

It’s foolish to be attracted to a whole gang, but I have come to accept that I am. That’s why I’ve been coming to this place every night after work and that’s why whenever my hands wander down between my legs, I always imagine myself back in this place, on my knees in front of them, ready to be used.... 

But surely, the fact that I constantly fantasize about being this gang’s pet doesn’t mean that I will act on that fantasy, does it? 

Of course, it doesn’t.

It would be incredibly stupid to do so. 

I am an independent woman with a job and great prospects. I never needed a man to take care of me and that’s something that I am proud of. 

I never had to lower myself to be under someone else’s command. 

I always took care of myself, successfully, and with ease.  

At work, I am the boss. I have employees who work for me. what I say goes and people rush over the office to do what I tell them to do. 

I enjoy that feeling of ruling over someone and I fear that if I do what I constantly fantasize about this gang, I will lose that. I will become a pet with no will of her own and serve their leader for the rest of my life. 

If I go up to them and tell them I want to be initiated the way I hope they initiate women, they’ll know who I am and what I do. I won’t be able to get rid of them even if I decide to back out. 

That wouldn’t be smart. 

So why am I here? 

Staring at them in the darkness and hoping they’ll see me and take the decision away from my hands?

My hardened nipples remind me of the reasons for this attraction that I feel, but I try to ignore it as I stare at them chatting and laughing together. 

“Would you like another drink?”  

I turn around to meet the eyes of the cute bartender who is smiling at me understandingly. 

Does he get a lot of customers like me? 

People who are eager to throw themselves at danger but need time to convince themselves that it is the right thing to do... 

“Yes,” I respond, my voice shaky, “Thank you.” 

The bartender’s smile turns to a grin and he starts preparing my cocktail. 

I wish I could say that I am here trying to convince myself to do something that could ruin my life because I am drunk.  But that would not be true, I am not even tipsy. 

And yet, I am here, considering this for real. 

The leader of the gang is young, probably around his thirties. He has short black hair and dark brown eyes. He could be considered handsome by some, but I am not lusting over him because of his looks. It’s the way he commands all these strong men with ironclad wills that attracts me to him the most. 

And if my calculations are correct, there are three high ranking men in his gang and a bunch of low-level thugs that try to get into the inner circle. I don’t know which ones will be given the chance to join us if I get them to accept me as their plaything for the night. 

Maybe he’ll offer me up to the high ranking men only, or decide that I am not worth the exclusive treatment. 

Maybe he’ll decide to keep me all for himself. 

Either way, it would mean a whole lot of fun. 

What am I saying?

I won’t do that.  

I can’t do that. 

If I anger them, they could catch up to me with ease, and then my life would be ruined. 

Is that what I want? 

Is this a self-destructive streak trying to take over and divert me from my path to a regular and well-lived life?

“Where the hell is she?” The leader raises his voice angrily, making the people in the bar shudder with fear.

Most of the customers at the bar are regular people who have nothing to do with the gang, and yet they stay here, even though it’s obvious that something shady is going on in this place.

Maybe they are here because it excites them to be so close to danger like it does to me. 

“Will said she’ll come after 10 pm,” one of his men with blond hair and a scar on his cheek responds. 

Without thinking, my eyes dart towards his bulge and I find myself thinking about what’s hidden beneath his black pants. He is a big guy with muscly arms and legs and I can imagine how those veins on his neck would pop if he had been angered.  

Keeping my imagination from running wild and trying to focus on other veiny things he might be carrying around is the hardest thing that I ever had to do. 

“It’s 10.15,” A black guy with broad shoulders intervenes, I know from my observations that his rank is higher than most in the gang. 

He gets the respect of the others and even the leader of their gang treats him nicer than he treats the others, whatever that means.  

I guess that’s why he is courageous enough to speak when it is very clear that the boss is angry. 

“Do you think she chickened out?” The blond guy asks the black man. 

“She better not,” their leader says through gritted teeth. “It would take quite some time to wipe Will’s blood off my knife.” 

They laugh and the customers at the bar flinch. My pussy is already soaking wet and my cheeks blush when I realize my horniness is caused by the fear going through the bar. The gang members don’t bother to hide what they are talking about and it adds to their dangerous charm. 

“How much more time should we give her?” The black guy whom I think of as the right-hand man of their leader asks seriously. 

“This is enough time,” their leader speaks. “She is not here. So he’ll die.” 

“I am here!” I hear myself shout.  

A few heads turn my way, but it’s the gazes I get from the members of the gang and its leader that makes my legs tremble as I get up to stand on my feet. 

It’s quite obvious that they are seeing me for the first time, which is good since I don’t want them to question my claim to be the woman they were waiting for and if they knew I had been here all along, questions would surely arise. 

Fuck.  

I just volunteered and claimed to be a stranger who was too scared to come here to save her husband or boyfriend. I don’t even know this Will and don’t care if he lives or dies. 

I don’t even know what they are going to do to her to get back at Will. 

What if it’s something bad? Something that I didn’t even consider.  

“Is your name, Daisy?” The leader asks, his voice a soft growl as his eyes examine my body like he is making sure the delivery is unharmed. 

“Yes,” I respond.  

He gestures me to approach him and I do. Getting closer to him is scary, for everything about this man tells me that he is dangerous and I should run away. But that is exactly what makes my clit throb hard as I meet his eyes. 

“I thought I told you to wear something slutty,” the leader says, grabbing his junk over his pants in a way that makes me feel humiliated. 

“I am sorry,” I respond. 

I am wearing a black skirt that goes all the way down to my knees and on top, I wore a white blouse that professionally covers my chest. Sure, if I thought this would be the day that I would be courageous enough to throw myself at them, I wouldn’t choose these clothes, but it happened before I could even plan for it. 

Being the fucking idiot that I am, I just threw myself at them without thinking. 

“Leave us!” The leader of the gang shouts without taking his dark gaze off me. 

I look around surprised and confused, but deep down I am hoping that he isn’t speaking to his men. 

I let out a breath of relief when the customers in the bar pick their things one by one and leave. His men stay behind. 

“I didn’t think Will had it in him to bag a


































































































[image: ]



[image: ]




d2d_images/cover.jpg
Josephine Red





d2d_images/scene_break.png





